The Eternal Child. 


All his rest is on her aim , 

She, his only shield from harm ; 

She doth his sole meat supply ; 

All his joy is in her eye. 

Helpless, that is not his care ; 

A burden, she is strong to bear ; 
Fragile, will not she forefend ? 

Ailing — soft, her love shall tend. 

Jesus, Saviour, Son of man, 

Who earnest, Infant of a span, 

Was Mary Thy one mother mild, 

Or art Thou ever born a Child ? 

My trembling heart doth in me burn ; 
There, perchance, shall I discern, 
Though the stall be all defiled, 

The tender form of Christ the Child : 

Is there One, a little One, 

Who lieth sweetly as a son — 

All His meat, the Father’s grace, 

All His joy, the Father’s face ; 

Rucing not His feeble state, 
hearing not the ills that wait, 

Safe, nor asking why, nor how — 

Jesus, then, not I, but Thou ! 

Other fearsome inmates there ; 

Rvil dragons, giant Care ; 

Hope, joyous, sees them led in thrall, 

1S kittle One ” shall rule them all. 


By Ernest Legouve. 


Translated (with kind permission of Messrs. Hctsel, of Paris) for the 

P are tits' Review.” 


Chapter VII. — Punctuation. 

You punctuate with words just as you punctuate with 
the pen. 

One day a young man, with an uncommonly good opinion 
of himself, called on Mr. Samson. 

“You wish to take reading lessons, sir?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ Have you had much practice in reading aloud ? ” 

“ Yes, sir, I have recited many times from Corneille and 
Moliere.” 

“ In public ? ” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ With success ? ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ Kindly take that volume of ‘ La Fontaine ’ and read 
from it the fable of ‘ The Oak and the Reed.’ ” 

The pupil began — 

“Le chene un jour, dit au roseau ...” 

“ Well, sir, you cannot read.” 

“ I must believe you, sir,” said the pupil somewhat nettled, 
as I come to ask your advice, but am at a loss to know 

how a single line ” 

“Kindly read it again.” 

He repeated : 


“ Le chene un jour, dit au roseau . . 


